My Will enkindled by mine eyes and eares, 
Two traded Pylots 'twixt the dangerous fhores 
Of Will, and Judgement. How may I auoyde 
(Although my will tiiftafte what it elected) 
The Wife I chofe, there can be no euafion 
To blench from this, and to ftand firme by honour. 
VVeturne not backethe Silkcs vpon the Merchant 
When We haue fpoyfd them ; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in vnrefpe£tiuc fame, 
Becaufe we now are full, i t was thought mecte 
Parts fhould do fome vengeance on the Greekes 5 
v our breath of full confent bellied his Sailes, 
The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tookc a Truce, 
And did him feruice ; he rouch'd the Ports defir'd, 
And for an old Aunt whom the Greekes held Captiue, 
He brought a Grecian Queen,whofe youth & frefhncfle 
Wrinkles Apolloes, and makes ftalc the morning. 
Why keepe we her? the Grecians keepe our Aunt 1 
Is fiie worth keeping? Why fhc is a Pearle, 
Whofe price hath launch'd aboue a thouland Ships, 
And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants* 
If you*l auouch, 'twas wifedome Paris went, 
(As you Qiuft needs> for you all cride 3 Go, go:) 
Ifyou'Iconfeffc, he brought home Noble prize, 
(As you muft needs) for you all ciapt your hands, 
And ende ineftimable ; why do you now 
The iffue of your proper Wifedomes rate, 
And do a deed that Fortune neuer did ? 
Begger the eftimation which you priz'd, 
Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft moft bafe ! 
That we haue ftolne what we do feare to keepe. 
But Theeues vnworthy of a thing fo ftolne, 
That in their Country did them that difgrace* 
We feare to warrant in our Natiue place. 


Enter Cajfandra with her haire about 
her tares. 
Caf. Cry Trojans, cry. 
Prtam* What noyfe ? what fhreeke is this ? 
Troy. Tis our mad fifter, I do know her voy ce. 
Caf, CryTroyans. 
Heel. Itii Cajfandra. 

Caf. CryTroyans cry; lend me ten thoufand eyes, 
And I will fill them with Propheticke tcare*. 
HeSl. Peace fifter, peace. 

Caf. Virgins,and Boyes; mid-age & wrinkled old, 
Soft infancie, that nothing can but cry, 

Adde to my clamour : let vs pay betimes 

A moity of that maffe of moane to come, 
j Cry Troyans cry, pracftife your eyes with teares, 
I Troy muft not be, net goodly lllion ftand, 
j Our fire-brand Brother Paris burnes vs all • 
j Cry Troyans cry, a Helen and a woe ; 
j Ciy,cry } Troy burnes, or dfc let Helen goe. Exit. 
I He'd. Nowyouthfull Tro) lus s do not thefe hie ftrains 

Ofdiuination in our Sifter,worke 

Some touches of rcmorfe ? Or is your bloud 

So madly hot, that no difcourfe of rcafon, 

Nor feare of bad fucceflcin a bad caufe, 
; Can qualifie :he fsme ? 
! troy. Why Brother Hellor, 
; We may not thinke the iuftneffeof each a<3e 
j Such, and no other then euent doth forme it, 
j Nor once dcieS the courage of our mindes ; 

Becaufe Cajfandra s mad,her brainficke raptures 

Cannot diftafte the goodneffc of a quarrcll, 


Troy ks and Crejsida. 


Which hath our feucrall Honours all er 
To make it gracious. For my priuatepart 
l am no more touched, then all Prtams fon ne , 
And louc forbid there fhould be done amon \i 
Such things as might offend the weakeft f pl V$ 
To hght for, and mamrainc. r c > 

Par Elfe might the world convince of 
As well my vnder-takings as your counfel^ ' 
But I atteft the gods, your full confent 
Gaue wings to roy propenfion, and cut off 
All feares attending on fo dire a proicft. 
For what (alas) can thefe my finglc armes ? 
What propugnation is in one mans valoux 
To ftand the pufli and enmity of thofe 
This quarrell would excite ? Yet I proteft 
Were 1 alone to paffc the difficulties * 
And had as ample power,as I haue will 
Paris fhould ne're retrad what he hath done 
Nor faint in the purfuite. 1 

Pru /V/^youfpeake 
Like one be-fottcd on your fweet delights • 
You haue the Hony ftiU, but cbcfc thcGaU 
So to be valiant, is no praife at all. 

Par. Sir, 1 propofc not meerely to my fdfc 
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it : ' 
But 1 would haue the foyle of her faire Rape 
Wip l d offin honourable keeping her. 
What Treafon were it to the raniack'd Qaecne 
Difgrace to your great worths, and (ham* tonic, 
Now to deliuer her poffefsion vp 
On termcs of bafe compulfion ? Can it be, 
Tnat fo degenerate a ftraine as this, 
Should once fee footing in your generous bofomcs ? 
There's not the mcaneft fpirit on our partie, 
Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw, 
When Helen is defended : nor none io Noble, 
Whofe life were ill beftow'd, or death vnfam'd. 
Where Helen is the fubie&. Then (J fay) 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large fpaces cannot paralcll. 

Hell. Paris and Troylm, you haue both faid well: 
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand, 
Haue gloz'dj but fuperficielly ; not much 
Vniikeyoung men, whom Artfiotle thought 
Vnfit to hesre Moral) Philofophic. 
The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce 
Tu the hot paflion of difiemp'red blood, 
Jhen to make vp a free determination 
'Twixt right and wrong : For pleafurc, and reuenge, 
Haue eares more deafe then Adders, to the voyce 
Of any true decifion. Nature craucs 
All dues be rendred to their Owners : now 
What neerer debt in all humanity, 
Then Wife is to the Husband ? ) f this law 
Of Nature be corrupted through affection, 
And that great mindes ofpartiall indulgence, 
To their benummed wills refift the fame, 
There is a Law in each well-ordred Nation, 
To curbe thofc raging appetites that arc 
Moft difobedieritandrefrafturic. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's King 
(As it is kno wne flie is) thefe Morall Lawes 
OfNaturc,and of Nation, fpcakeaiowd 
To haue her backe return'd. Thus toperfift 
In doing wrong, cxter.uai es not wrong, 
But makes it much more heauie. Hellers opinion 
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u this in way of truth : yet nere the IcflTc, 
tfy fpritcly brethren, Ipropend to you 
Inrcfolution to keepe Helen ftill ; 
i r . £ j s 3 C aufe that hath no mcane dependance,, 
Voon our ioynt and feucrall dignities. 

fro* Why? there you toucht the life of our dchgne : 
^ cre ic not glory that we more affected, 
Xbcn the performance of our heaui ng fplcenes, 
t vvould not wifti a drop of Troian blood, 
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Hefhr, 
She'u a theamc of honour and renowne, 
^fpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whofe pi efent courage may beate downe our foes, 
frnA f ame in t ^ rnc to come canonize vs. 
For I prefume braue Heeler would not loofe 
Sorichaduancage ofapromifd glory, 
As fmilcs vpon the fore-head of this a£Kon, 
For the wide worlds reuenew. 

ffeft. I am yours, 
You valiant off-fpring of great Priamns^ 
lhauea roifting challenge lent amonglt 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes, 
Will ftrike amazement co their drowfie fpirits, * 
Ivva$aduertiz'd,their Great general Iflept, 
Whil'ft emulation in the armie crept : 
This 1 prefume will wake him. Sxcttnt. 

Enter Therfites folus. 
How now Therfites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
furic? (hall the Elephant Aiax carry it thus ? he beates 
mc,and Iraile at him : O worthy fatisfa£Hon, would it 
wereotherwifc : that I could beate him, whtl'ft heraii'd 
at me : Sfoote, He iearne to coniure and raifc Diuels,buc 
lie fee fome iffue of my fpitefull execrations. Then thcr's 
Achilles'i&Ttoc Enginer.If7rd?r be not taken till thefe two 
vadermincit, the wals will ftand till they fall of them- 
felues. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
that rhou art Ioue the King of gods: and CMercnry^ loofe 
allthcScrpentine craft of thy Caduceuj* if thou cake not 
that little little IcfTc then little wit from them that they 
haue, which fhort-arm'd ignorance it fclfeknowes, is fo 
abundant fcarfe, it will not in circumuention deliuer a 
Flyefrom aSpider,without drawing the maffie Irons and 
cutting the web : after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp,or rather the bone-ach,for that me thinkes is the 
curfe dependant on thofe that warre for a placket. I haue 
faid my prayers and diuell, cnuie, fay Amen : What ho I 
ray Lord Jichilks} 

Enter Patroclus. 
?*tr. Who's there ? Therfites. Good Therfites come 
inandraile. 

Tber. If I could haue remcmbred a guilt counterfeit, 
thouwould'ft not haue flipt out of my contemplation, 
but it is no matter, thy felfe vpon thy felfc. The common 
curfe of mankinde, follie and ignorance be thine in great 
reuenew; heauen bleffe thee from a Tutor,and Difcipiine 
come not neere thee. Let thy bloud be thy direction till 
thy death , then if fhe that laies thee out fayes thou art a 
tairccoarfejlebefworne and fwornc vpon'c fhc ncuer 
Crowded any but Lazars, Amen, Whcr's ylchf lies? 

Patr. What art thou dcuout? waft thou in a prayer? 

Ther< I, theheauenshearcme. 

Enter Achilles. 

Jchil. Who's there ? 
Therfites ,my Lord. 


Achil. Where,wherc,art thou come? why my cheefe, 
my digeftion, why haft thou not feru'd thy felfe into my 
Table, fo many rrieales? Come, what's Agamemnon} 

Then Thy Commander Achilles, then tell me Patro- 
clm, what's tAchilles? . 

Patr. Thy Lord Therfites : then tell me I pray thee, 
what's thy felfe ? 

Ther. Thy knower Patroclus : then tell me Patroclus } 
what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou maift tell that know'ft, 

Achtl. O tell, tell, 

Ther. lie declin the whole qncRioDiAgamemneh com- 
mands Achtlles .Achilles is my LordJam Patroclus know* 
errand Patroclus is a foole. 

Patro. You rafcall. 

T ?r. Peace foole, I haue not done. 

Achil. He is a priuilcdg'd man, proceede Therfites* 

Ther. Agamemnon is a foole, Achilles is a foole, Ther- 
fites is a foole, and as aforefaid, Patroclus is a foole. 
Achil. Deriue this? come? 

Ther. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command A» 
chilles, Achilles is a foole to be commanded of Agamemon, 
Therfites is a foole to feme fuch a foole : and Vatrocltts is a 
fooie pofuiue* 

Patr. Why am 1 a foole I 

Enter Agamemnon, P r hjfer % Neftor> Tticmedes, 
Aiax, and Chalcat* 

Ther. M*ke that demand to the Creator,irfuffifes me 
thou art. Looke you,who comes here f 

Achtl Patroclus , lie fpcake with no body : come in 
with me Therfites. Exit* 

Ther. Here is fuch patcherie, fuch iwgling, and fuch 
knauene : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quunel to drawemulationf/aclions^nd bleede to 
death vpon : Now the dry Suppeago on the Subiedt, and 
Warre and Lecherie confound all. 

Agam. Where is Achilles f 

Patr. Within his Tent, but ill difpofdmy Lord. 

Agam. Let it be knowne to him that we arc here 1 
He fent our Mcffengers, and we lay by 
Our appertainmentSjVifiting of him : 
Let him be told of, fo perchance he thinke 
We dare not mouc the qucftion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Pat. I {hall fo fay co him. 

Vlifi We law him at the opening of his Tent, 
He isnotficke. 

Aia. Yes, Lyon ficke, ficke of proud heart; you may 
call it Melancholly if willfauour the man, but by my 
head, ; t^ pride , but why,wh$let him {how vs the caufe? 
A word my Lord. 

Nef What moues Aiax thus to bay at him ? 

Vltf. AchiHis hath inueigled his Foole from hira # 

Hef. Who, Therfites} 

Vlf. He. 

Nef Then will AiaxhcVc matter, if he haue loft his 

Argument. . 

Vlifi No,you fee he is his argument that has his argu- 
ment Achilles. 

Nef All the better, their fraction is more our wilh 
then their faclion 1 , but it was a ftrong counfcllthat a 
Foole could difunite. 

Vlifi The amine that wifedome knits, nor folly may 
eafilyvntic. Enter Patr oc/hs. 

Here 


